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put Into the Vault in less than three days after I am
dead/ I bowed assent, for I could not speak. He
then looked at me again, and said, ' Do you under-
stand me?' I replied, 'Yes, sir/

""Tis well/ said he* About ten minutes before
he expired his breathing became much easier; he lay
quietly; he withdrew his hand from mine and felt his
own pulse. I spoke to Dr. Craik who sat by the fire;
he came to the bedside. The General's hand fell from
his wrist. I took it in mine and laid it upon my
breast Dr. Craik put his hand on his eyes and he
expired without a struggle or a Sigh! While we were
fixed in silent grief, Mrs. Washington, who was sit-
ting at the foot of the bed, asked, with a firm and
collected voice,' Is he gone? * I could not speak, but
held up my hand as a signal that he was. f>Tis
well/ said she in a plain voice. 'All is now over. I
have no more trials to pass through. I shall soon fol-
low him/"1

Once read, honest Tobias Lear's account of Wash-
ington's death will hardly be forgotten. It has a
majestic simplicity which we feel must have ac-
companied Washington in his last hours. The homely
sick-bed details; his grim fortitude; his willingness
to do every thing which the physicians recommended,

1 Ford, xrv, 246-52. I have copied Tobias Lear's remarkable a*>
count of Washington's death almost verbatim. not let my body bed ar^d endeav* was a hard taskmaster, not
